274                                    THE ENEMY

trembling, so that her teeth had chattered and her hands grown
cold.

"Fabien, I'm going to show you that f m not such a cat as
you think me. I have news of Colombe. . ,."

"Ah!"

"Donald doesn't like the idea of leaving her at the Convent.
It seems that she is passing through a highly emotional stage of
religiosity, and he's afraid the good sisters may put ideas into
her head."

He said nothing, and she went on:

"As a matter of fact, Therese is the only likely obstacle. I think
I can persuade Donald without much difficulty. .. . Rather than
see his daughter turn nun, as she seems bent on doing . . . after
all, it wouldn't be at all a bad match for her, and I'm beginning
to think that an affectionate and pious young girl might succeed
in making you very happy." ,

"But what about you, Fanny?"

"Oh, I surrender all claims. I am prepared to go right out of
your life. You will have been the last storm that I shall ever
suffer. ... I shall know what real peace means*. . . the calm of
smooth water after the bufferings of the gale!'..."

But the flame of his youth refused to burn low, refused to
come to terms with such extremities of wisdom. There was a
mad look in his eyes as he strode across to the bed and im-
prisoned her in his arms as in a snare. She dared not struggle,
but, inert and clear-headed, lay watching the young man who
had once been so spoiled and indolent, and was now embarrassed,
awkward in attack, and quelled by her coldness. She laughed,
covering her eyes with her arm, and there was a note of uncon-
trolled hysteria in the sound such as he remembered to have
heard when, long ago, on Christmas night, bhe had been
kissed for the first time in the dark old house.... At last
she grew calmer. Letting fall the arm that covered her face,
she breathed out a sigh. She felt numbed but free. She was
alone.